Greater Patterns 


There are greater patterns 
than sunrises and sunsets 
greater than blood and hearts 
greater than what the ocular seizes 
and what drums of ears 


can beat to 


We’ve sensed all we know how to sense 
So the greater patterns are 
looking for a surrogate 
that we may be the result 


of their pregnancy 


Babies again 
we are babies again 
Dead again 


we are dead again 


We always were 


Fractured fractals 
spiral outwards towards 
inner knowings 
they guide child-like ideas 


to cognitions mature 


Showing signs 
of attachments learned 
they must shed skins 


of sacraments novel 


Their traditional opus 
is performed under 
muted moons 
that calm the tides 


of curiosity 


The fallen bark equals the hair you shed 
it is from a dreaming tree 


dreaming that spring will open its eyes 


The puddles forming as the snow turns soft 
are equal to your tears 


whether joyous or wrenched out 


Your feet meeting the ground 
equals sunrise birds landing 


to tweet us songs of a new days light 


Sunset silences that allow spheres reflecting 
equal your thoughts 
as you lay down and transform them 


into adventures nocturnal 


They want to go where 
they would not be 
going anywhere 
They would just be 
the second hand 


on a stopped clock 


They would see the world 
outside of thens and nows 


could haves and woulds 


They’d be the eternal 
infant elders 
Forever seeing things 
for the first time 


and the last 


Made by sight 
created with glances 


minds project realities 


Mental constructions 
grow fruits of laws 
that govern and quicken 


perceptions affluent 


Subordinate energies 
are sculpted and 
shaped into solid 


realms of being 


Purpose of living 


found 


With a sweet honey 
of purity 
with an aura of 
ancient strings 
strummed by fingers 
of trees 


hatreds can be polarized 


Fists become open 
and greet enemies 
who smile 
who gave away 
their grievances 


to mossy forest floors 


Here there is only 
warm words 
sailing into 


welcoming ears 


This static state 
incomplete and gray 
is a courier 


for messages incomprehensible 


Nothing was ever 
grasped 


to extents full 


Nothing was ever 


under control 


Don’t be afraid 
it’s only noise 


from outside your senses 


Don’t worry 
it’s only what 


you can’t understand 


Wishing to be cured 
of mundane musings 
the seekers slow 


their minds 


They sought 
saw 
and see the things 
only snails 


stand in awe at 


Our milliseconds 
are their lifetimes 
our dreams 


their mythology 


What we skim over 


they build altars to 


The day we were glued together 


was the day of our disintegration 


It all happened so quickly 


and it drags on 


Drags on into and over 
yesterdays and tomorrows 
Without voice we scream through 


space and time 


We can stop whenever 
we feel like it 


Did we ever begin? 


Have we ever held sincerity 
in our grey 
wrinkled 


skull-meat? 


Lovers hands 
slip into each other 
they stop the sordid 


wretches of skin 


When the lust 
of immoral drunkards 
exchanging juices 
comes up empty 
there is only the shame 


that must be walked off 


Two sets of 
sincere eyes meeting 
two minds made 
vulnerable 
can experience more joy 
than lonely strangers 
who try to kill 


their pain 


Retreating from your deeds 
you can see them undone 
and all degrees 


in between 


Set your clocks 
by the lowest tides 
to be on time 
when the waters 


rise 


Firm minds can 
anchor on the halfway 
mark 


of a pendulums path 


Without language 
ideas remarkable evaporate 


into clouds of doors 


Locked behind arts 
wedded to capital 
the opening keys 

fall through insincere 


outstretched hands 


Abused muses 
are chained and milked 
they are coerced 
into constructing murals 
through painters 


who follow broken rules 


Marvel now 
at the artistry 


of physics 


Let subdued academics 
flourish into 
daring dreams 


that quantify sentimentality 


A poetic etching 
marking nature 
shows that 
you can know 


but still wonder 


Half-truths inverted 
fill cups to brims 
what you like 


is what you don’t 


Whether you shiver 
or boil 
you are still enveloped 


in the same air 


Blinded eyes can 
see what was left 
unnoticed 
when the sky 


glows 


Synchronized soulful sounds 
sit on the edges of worlds 
they know they are heard 


by ears of crescent light 


Secondhand melodies smile 
into reflecting ponds 
taking away worries 

and putting to rest 


upheaval 


We stare into 
hourglasses 
stroking time 


with our eyes 


Boiling fluids mixing 
aspects intermingling 
what distinctions are 


creatable? 


Beholden to all that could 
be inseparable 
a witness to maybe 


and finality 


Draw up from thought 
unconscious 


and emerge individual 


Moving always 
even the softest beds 
can’t put it all 


to sleep 


With speed abundant 
and diverse 
what is held 

in hands 
and what can’t be 
make up tornadoes 


of phenomenon 


Even the slowest 

can rise in pitch 

to see the planes 
from over 


and above 


The translucent fabric 
that symbolically 
holds and hovers 

over our cultural ocean 
does not deter us 

from leaping precipices 


and landing renewed 


Out of our heads 
seedlings break 
through themselves 
and protrude from 


our orifices 


These newborn plants 
yield fruits or 


flowers unknown 


They may be saviors 
of secret secretions 
that reveal intentions 


unspoken 


Adept at appearances 
of bewildering awe 
these mind-turrets 
fire at resistance 


to pathways obscure 


Only as eggs crack 
can the fortuitous 
lay eyes on the real 


and exit cages fragile 


Saturated spirits 
dripping with now 
run as the legless 

and soar through skies 


as the wingless 


To beats of five 
the third-footed sway 


when dances can be laughter 


Specs of existence 
the curious photographers 
capture 


hoping to wait out forever 


Accidentally collected 
misplaced puzzle pieces 
are pasted 
into panoramas 
dedicated to 


wayward misfits 


Waves of Holy existent 
curves of sacred air 


fall into open palms 


Clean air of greenery 
green water of vines 


vines sustaining life 


Life can’t see past 


its own rainbow 


Why would it 
ever 


want to? 


